After this Zarathustra went back into the mountains, to the solitude of his cave, and waited like a sower who hath sown his seed, but his soul filled with longing for those whom he loved. After months and years bad passed, one night a child appeared in his dream with a mirror, which showed him with a devil's grimace. He understood thereby that his doctrine had been disfigured and was in danger. The hour had come for him to seek his lost ones.
My brethren, said Zarathustra, when in the Happy Isles, could ye create a God ? Then be silent concerning all gods! But ye could well create the man that is to be, the Superman. Ye could be fathers and forefathers of the Superman, and let this be your best creating! The beauty of the Superman came unto me as a shadow.
I walk amongst men as amongst the fragments of the future, the future which I foresee. And all my wish and striving is to compose and gather into a whole that which is but fragment and riddle and dismal accident. Shame, shame, shame, that is the history of man ! It is difficult to live among men because silence is so difficult. One knows a little too much about every one.
Man hath had too little joy. Verily, like the thousandfold laughter of children, Zarathustra entereth all the chambers of the dead, he laugheth at the grave guardians, and whosoever else rattleth gloomy keys. He will terrify and subvert them. Now for ever shall the laughter of children spring forth from coffins; now for ever shall a strong wind be victorious over all death-weariness.
One day Zarathustra said: Here are the priests, mine enemies, pass them quietly; many of them have suffered too much; hence they want to make others suffer. Their Saviour hath put them in fetters of false values. Churches they call their sweetly smelling dens, made by those who sought to hide themselves. Not until the clear sky shall